DISGRACE   ABOUNDING

living being, as a queer sort of friend, whom you oouldn't help
liking in spite of, or perhaps because of, his strange ways.

There was the time, for instance, when The Little Rocket'
would only start when it was cold, not when it was warm. I left
it standing in the street every night of the winter of 1936-37,
and some of those nights were pretty cold in Vienna, but when I
came down the next morning I had only to tread lightly on the
starter and The Little Rocket was off like a greyhound. But if I
then drove ten miles and by mischance stopped the engine The
Little Rocket wouldn't start again and I had to wait an hour
until it froze, then it started at once.

Then there was the time, on top of the Semmering, when the
wheels wouldn't go round and I had to stay the night there,
and I don't to this day know what on earth was, the cause of that.
By this time I had begun to suspect The Little Rocket of human
intelligence and was careful what I said when it was within
hearing. I think it wanted to stay on the Semmering that night.
I was glad, afterwards, that it did, because that was the loveliest
night I ever saw, with the moon rising into a crystal sky above
the sawlike edges of the firs.

But the next day, haring down the hill to get quickly to Vienna,
two urchins with a sledge shot across the road just in front of me,
and I trod on the brake with all my weight and felt the wheels
slithering on the icy road and thought, 'This is the end3, and the
next thing I knew was a great bump and The Little Rocket,
with me in it, was lying on its side in a field.

I climbed out, like a sailor climbing through the conning tower
of a submarine, felt myself all over and found I was all there, and
prepared to say a last farewell to The Little Rocket. But then
two lads on bicycles came by and dismounted, and we all gave a
heave and the next moment The Little Rocket was back on the
road and I trod, without hope, on the starter and the engine
responded and I drove carefully a few yards and that was all
right and eventually I found that the only damage was to the
tail-light, the glass of which was smashed. A foot of snow in that
field had saved us.
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